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WOUNDED at the famous Stockton ranch 
fight of the Eighties, Zwing Hunt, member 
of Curly Bill's band of Galeyville outlaws, 
lay dving in his uncle's house in San Antonio. 
With "rasping voice, his breathing labored, his 
eyes blurred, he called defiantly for pen and 
paper. 

"I aim to leave a record," he told his uncle. His 
fingers flew over the white paper, pitted against 
his ebbing strength in a finish race to complete 
his drawing before death overtook him. Finally, 
when he sank back, exhausted, the last spark of 
life flickering out, his stiffening fingers held a 
map, carefully annotated. 

For more than sixty years, the disclosures of 
Zwing Hunt's map, sensational, incredible, have 
sent men scurrying feverishly over Arizona. New 
Mexico and West Texas. Complete with instruc- 
tions Hunt's map boldlv tells the world to seek 
the summit of Davis Mountain. There, waiting 
like the pot of gold at rainbow's end. is a treas- 
ure cache worth more than 53.000,000! . . . 

Down Sonora wav, a smuggler train was mak- 
ing ready for a trip to Tucson. The dark-skinned 
drivers moved about their work expertly, cau- 
tiously. Fresh in their memories was the horror 
of the Skeleton Canyon massacre of a month 
before— July, 1881, Wary, the smugglers vowed 
to take no new. untried members on this second 
expedition. But they figured without the adept- 
ness of a Curly Bill. 

As the smugglers worked, softly singing old 
ranchero songs, one Jim Hughes, a swarthy half- 
breed, fluent in Spanish and charming of man- 
ner, idled by. 

"Buenos noches, amigos," he greeted pleas- 
antly. "Is it not a fine evening?" The smugglers 
met his words with ominous scowls and hostile 
glances. 

"Oh, come now," Hughes persisted "Is this the 
wav of hidalgo hospitality? I am but a weary 
traveler, looking for one to share a cold bottle 
— " He held up a small flagon of very old Span- 
ish amontUlado wine. 

Soon, there was one from thje smuggler train 
who eagerly jumped at this opportunity to drink 
from Jim Hughes' tempting bottle. Slyly and 
with great cunning, Curly Bill's henchman plied 
the smuggler with the smooth, potent liquor. . 

Softly, he asked, "Do your mules carry you 
far. my friend''" 

Somewhat tlpsv, the smuggler answered. "Si, 
amigo. Toward Tucson." The man shuddered as if 
he was suddenly chilled 

Catching the movement. Hughes suggested 
softly "You shake like a man afraid. What is it 
that puts fear in so stout a muchachot" 

"It is the terrible Curly Bill," the smuggler 
confided "We go again through the Canyon of 
the Skeletons, through the wilds of the Peloncillo 
Mountains, from the Valley of the Anamas in 
Mexico Nuevo to the Valley of San Simon 
in Arizona, The great bandida rules this country. 
I am afraid I do not wish to die, senor." 



"You are but seeing ghosts," Hughes chided. 
"You talk like an old woman." 

When the smuggler train left Sonora, Jim 
Hughes went with it. But on the second day out, 
he slyly took a dose of ipecac. The nauseous 
drug made him so violently ill that the smugglers 
were forced to leave him behind, as they thought, 

As soon as he w'as able, Jim Hughes made his 
wav on horseback, by various short cuts, to 
Curlv Bill's headquarters at Galeyville. The 
great Bill was away at Charleston, so Hughes 
took matters into his own hands. 

THE smuggler train wound slowly, painfully, 
through the great defile of Skeleton Canyon. 
Sweat stood on the drivers' foreheads, drenched 
their clothing, and matted their hair. Weary, 
they plodded under the hot noon sun, dreaming 
of Mexico and dark-eyed beauties. A half mile 
from the canyon's mouth and the Same distance 
below Devil's Kitchen, where Curly Bill had 
slaughtered so many of their companions, they 
stopped for lunch. 

The fifteen members of the train busied them- 
selves with building small fires. Coffee was put 
on to simmer and tortillas and beans were 
brought out from saddle packs, A hot breeze 
drifted lazily through the canyon, lulling the idle 
smugglers like a narcotic. They drank .coffee, 
ate, stretched in what shade they could find. 
Soon, they would be safe in Tucson. 

Suddenly, murderously, the canyon wall above 
the loafing smugglers hurst into a sheet of crash- 
ing, flaming, death-dealing rifle fire. Six mule- 
teers fell dead, killed outright. Their companions, 
shouting and cursing, fled, minus their cargo, 
across the San Simon Valley. 

In the center of the battle ground, at least one 
outlaw lav. seriously wounded. Billy Grounds, 
one of the gang, dragged Zwing Hunt into the 
shade of an oak tree. 

There, he bound his friend's wounds. While 
these two were immobilized under Outlaw's Oak, 
Jim Hughes, leader of the ambush, took his men 
tearing after the stampeded pack mules. 

Rifles roared and the frightened animals 
tumbled hoofs over head. From the dead pack 
animals. Hughes and his men took S90.000 in 
Mexican "dobes." In addition, they found thirty- 
nine bars of gold. Finding the loot too heavy to 
carry, the outlaws cached it. Several days later, 
with a Mexican wagoneer and a four-horse team, 
they removed the cache to the top or Davis 
Mountain. There, in a pit already half filled with 
robber loot, they dumped their ill-gotten treasure. 

When Zwing knew he was going to die, he set 
his jaw to wagging. In San Antonio, he told his 
uncle all details of a ninety-day raid into Mexico. 

"Twenty-nine of us bovs went in," Hunt re- 
lated excitedly "Only eighteen came out alive, 
and one or these died. In Monterey, we got dia- 
monds, a whole box full of 'em In Matamoras, 
we grabbed two statues, solid gold." His eyei 
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smoldered feverishly. 

"But," he continued, "one of the bovs was 
mortaIIy_wounded. He just wouldn't die outright, 
though. So we took him with us, groanin' and 
ravin" the whole way back He died finally at 
Silver Spring on Davis Mountain , . ," 

When you consider the accuracy of Hunt's 
map, it may surprise you to learn "that no one 
has y c t claimed the treasure. 

The directions are simple. You go to south- 
eastern Arizona, There, you look for Davis 
Mountain, a rounded, bald, granite dome visible 
tor miles across rollins plains that run east from 
It. On top. with a good pair of field glasses, vou 
can see over a tremendous slice of New Mexico 
You can't miss Davis Mountain. The old sugar- 
loaf stands boldly against the sky. 

When you arrive at Davis Mountain, head 
west. About a mile and a half, due west you will 
find a canyon. Wooded hills form the east wall of 
this barranca, while a sheer rock precipice rises 
sharply on the west. Flowing through the can- 
yon, a small creek plunges over a ledge, making 
a cataract about ten feet high. 

In the shade of a tall juniper tree, bubbling 
up from the bottom of the canvon's west wall is 
Silver Spring. At the foot of the juniper slabs 
of stone mark an outlaw's grave Here died the 
owlhooter whom Zwing Hunt said, "just wouldn't 
die. At the head of the grave, in a tin can, five 
hundred gold dollars are buried. 

Unless you arc fiendishly greedy vou won't 
disturb a dead man's grave for the safee of such 
a paltry gold cache. The really big money lies 
ahead. Let ihe outlay,' sleep in peace. 

Up the canyon, south of Silver Spring", distant 
one mile and three-tenths, is Gum Spn'ng Be- 
tween these two springs, on the gras=-covered 
canyon floor, lie scattered the remains of a 
bumea wagon. You should easily find the rusty 
iron felloe-nms. siV;. springs and hubs, slightly 
imbedded in the soil. 

■pETWEEN Silver Spring and Gum Spring the 
±J west wall of the canyon curves inward 
forming a shallow cove. In the depths of this 
concave space, a little out from the wall not 
more than three fec-t, stands a slender obelisk of 
stone. It is three feet high, souarelv shaped and 
a foot thick. Two crosses are chiseled deeply one 
above the other, on the east face of this pillar. 

At the obelisk, you must face Davis Mountain 
Step, then, twenty paces east. You will find your- 
self on a point along a line, straight north and 
south, between Siiv c r Spring and Gum Spring, 
ine wreckage of the burned wagon will be in 
front of you. Stop! Go no farther. This is the 
spot! If vour feet are itching, it is because you 
are standing directly over 53,000,000! 

Swing your pick. Dig. dig. dig! What's thatT 
You scrape something hard? Don't be afraid 
Skeletons are harmless. It is the remains of the 
Mexican wagoneer, hired by Jim Hughes to haul 
(he loot from the scene of the Skeleton Canyon 
massacre. To seal his tongue, the bandits killed 
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the unfortunate wagon driver, burying his miser, 
able remains with the fabulous "cargo he bad 
transported while yet alive. 

Delving past the skeleton, you will find a. 
leaded box. Open it. It is full of'diamonds stolen 
by Zwing Hunt end his gang from a bank in 
Monterey. 

Deeper down, your pick strikes something soft. 
Quickly, you scoop in the yawning pit. Your 
pick is stuck fsst in a large, statuary figure: a 
religious statue, done in pure gold! By its side, 
there is another figure, also pure gold. The cathe- 
dral in Matamoras has long since given up hope 
of finding these precious pieces. Take them. 

If you aren't already sated by the sight of 
such riches, you will dig on, You'will find sacks 
of gold and silver money, thirtv-nine gold bars. 
80,000 dobe dollars. Jim Hughes' loot. Taken to- 
gether, it adds up to $3,000.000 — if you etre to 
count it. . 

It is so easy, you say. Why hasn't 
found the Davis Mountain treasure? 

Down in the San Simon Valley, vou ___ .. 
see the skeletons of the pack mules, killed by 
Jim Hughes and his outlaws. The rawhide packs 
ate still there, rotted by aun and rain. Lone- 
some cowboys, riding range, still pick up dobe 
dollars, scattered by the stampeding mules. A 
few years ago, Joseph Wheeler, wealthy cowman, 
found six .of these coins in Skeleton Canyon. 

An unknown Dutchman searched the area for 
many years, pitting the ground with his prospect 
holes. He didn't get the treasure. Some say the 
outlaws themselves came back and got it. Zwing 
Hunt, on his deathbed, denied this. And he left 
his map, crystal clear." Where then, is the diffi- 
culty? 

Rube Hadden. of Paradise, Arizona, says the 
story of the Davis Mountain treasure is pure 
hokum. He says that Zwing Hunt and Billy 
Grounds weren't even present at the Skeleton 
Canyon ambush. He swears that Jim Hughes and 
his men got only S4.000 from the venture, and 
they spent that quiekly. 

"Why." the old pioneer declares, "lowing Hunt 
faked the whole thing. It was the last dramatic 
gesture of a dying man." 

But in another pari of Arizona, at West Tur- 
key Creek Canyon. Bill Sanders swears that ihe 
treasure story is true. He's seen the map, and 
he's hunted for the bandil millions. Somehow, 
though, he hasn't found them. Like all those who 
preceded him, Sanders has been tripped up by 
one thing. 

When Zwing Hum so carefully, so laboriously 
drew his map. telling in detail how to find the 
S3.000.000 loot, he omitted the' one, most vital 
Doint. He failed to reveal the location of Davis 
Mountain! 

No map shows it. Old-timers admii they do 
not know where ii could be. Perhaps, as Rube 
Hadden suggests, Zwing Hunt produced an elab- 
orate hoax. Through the veil of the unknown, 
Zwing Hunt may be laughing, hugely enjoying 
his joke these many years! 




^55fT possesion of the rare Grenada stamp almost cost 
"^•^Robert Hilton his life. Who wanted if and why? Only 
a call to Dangerfield- 7-7777 enlisting The aid of MrRisK 
could unravel the ZAi fair of the Two-Penny Scarlet. 
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